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my
peporiing, and 1 ¢an tal]l you,
g, it's oo place for a college pro-
feswor, Crime ls—just crime. And as
for dealing with it tho great detoc
tive I8 born and bred to 1L Collage
professors for (he soclology of the
thing—yes; for the detection of It
gite me a Byrnea”

"Omn the contrary,” persisted Ken-
nedy. his cleancut features betraying
an saroestnoss which [ knew indicated
that be was leading up to something
of importanes, “thare la a distinet
placs for sclence in the detection of
arime. Today we have professors of
evarythiing—why not professorn  of
arime solence

Sulll, ax T ahook my head dublously,
he basteoad to clinch s point. “Coi-
lages have got down to solving the
hurd facta of life, nowadays—preity
nearty all, excapt one. They still treat

| in the old way, study ite statls-
and pore over (ta causes mnd the
priem of how It can be prevented
punlehsd. Bul us for running down
’ eriminal himaslf, sciontifically, re-
& lentlesaly—bah! wo haven't made
' @nough progrous to mention sincs the
- tongs method of your
‘h

*Doubtiess you Will write a brochurs
on this mowt Interesting subject” |

f -:t:a "and Jot it go at that™

i serlous,” ha roplied, de

i

E

'|

termined for some reason or other to
“1 mesn ex-
| 1 am golng to apply
the duteoction of crime, the
methods by which we
presengs of & mywieri-
or track down a deadly
And before I have gone far, I
golng 1o aullst Waltar Jameson
I think I shall nead you
bostucas,*

“How do T eoma In? 1 asked.
“Wall

Ei'ligggéi

all, tor one thiog, you wili get &
‘moop.’ & ‘best'—whatever you call
£t & that nuwapaper jargon of yours,”
"Forlanately, Waltar,” ho pursued,
“the erime-hunters have gone alead (n
| meSses faster than the ériminals. Itn
= " e B my job to cateh eriminale. Yours,
AL swotun to mo, is 1o show people how
o8n naver hope to beat tho mod:
selentitc detective.”
Al fnr a8 you Mke," I excishned,
mvinesd st last
#0 it wan that we formed this
| Stmlige new purtosarshlp tu erime pel
*H Ehat has exlgtod ever aluce
L L] - - - - .
*Iameson, hore's a etory 1 wish
pou’d hollow up,” remarked the man
elitar of the Star to me ane
g After [ had turtied tn an o
wigmin of the late afternoon.
N s handed me a clipping from the
' ing . odiiion of the Star, and [
mMRly tan my eye ovar the headling;

“THE GLUTCHING
HAND" WINS
AGAIN

1
ot
1

I had paturslly thought fret of Ken-
oedy, bul thers was no time now to
call bim up and, besldes, 1 must see
Dodge lmmaediataly.

Dodge, T discoversd over the iele
phone, was not st homs nor at any of
the clubs to whicth ho belonged, Late
though it waa I concluded that be wis
st his office. No amount of persuasion
oould get me past the door, and,
though I found out later and shall tell
noon what was golng on there, | de
terminad, about nine o'clock, that the
beat way 1o got st Dodge was 1o go lo
his hoose on Fifth svenua, If T had
0 eamp on his front doormtep untll
moming. The barder | found the story
to get the more [ wanted It

With some misgivings about belng
admitted, I rang the bell of the splen-
did, though oot very modern. Dodge
residonce. As Eogliah butler, with a
nose that must have been his fortune,
opansd the door and gravely informed
me that Mr. Dodge was not at homs,
but was expected at any moment

Once In, 1 was not golng lightly to
give up that sdvantage. 1 bethought
mysell of his dusghter Elaine, one of
the mest popular debutantes of the
sEnRson, and sent In my card to her, on
a chatcs of interesting her and seaing
her father, writlng on the bottom of
the card: “Would lke to Interview
Mr, Dodge regarding Clutehing Hand™

Bummoning up what sssuranes 1
bad, which ls sometimes considerable,
I followed the butler down the hall as
he bore my card. As he opened the
doar of the drawing-room, I canght a
vision of a slip of o girl In evenlng
clothes,

Elalne Dodge was both the Ingenue
and the sthlete—ide thoroughly mod-
ern type of girl—equally st bome with
tennls and t-ngo, thble {alk snd ten

Near bor 1 recognlasd from his ple
tores Hurry Beunett, the rising young
corporation jawyer, s mighty good-
looking fellow, with nn afable, pleas
ing way about him, perbaps thirty-five
¥oarm old or so, but already prominent
and quite friendly with Dodgs.

"Who f= it Jennlngs ™ uhe asked.

“A reporter, Miss Dodgo,” nnswered
the butler, glancing supercilicusly back
at me "And you know how your fhther
dlalikes to see mnyone here at the
bhousa,” be added deferentially to her.

“Miss Dodge” I pleaded, bowing sa
If I bnd known them all my life, “I've
been trying to find your father all the
evenlng. Ite very lmportaat™

Bha Jooked up st meé surprised and In
doubt whether to laugh or stasmp her
pretly Iittlo fool In Indignation mt my
stupandous nerve

Ehe lnughed. “You are u very brave
Fyoung man,” she rippled with s rogulsh
100k st Berneit's discomfiture over the
interruption of the tetes-tste.

There was a note of serlovsness In
it, too, thul ioade me ask qulckly,
Whyt™

The amile fitted from ber face, and
lo its place camo u frank earnest ex-
prossion, which 1 lnter learned (o liko
and respect very much. “My fathor has
declared hs will eat the very next re-
porter who tries to interview him
here,” she answered.

I was about to prolong the walting
time by some jolly about such & stun-
ning girl not having by any pomsibll-
ity such & caunibal of & parent, when
the rattle of the changing guary of a
ear outslde told of the approsch of &
limoustne.

The Mg front door opomed and
Elaine fiung horsalf in the arms of an
elderly, stern-fuced, gray-halred man
“Why, dad” ghe eried, “whers have
you boen? I missed you so much at
dinner. T be 0o glad when thia ter
ribie bosiness gets cleared up. Tell—
me. What Is on your mind? What |s
it that worries you now?™

I poticed them that Dodge seemed
wrought up and a bt usnerved, for he
sank mther heavily into a chair,
brushed his face with bis handknrehlef
and breathed heavily, Elsine hovered
orver him sollallounly, rvpeating ber
quastion.

With & mighty effort be seemed to

By ARTHUR
The Well-Known Nooelist and
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I hurrfed back to the Star to write
my story io time to catch the last
moruing edition.

Mesawhlle, If I may anticipate my
story, I must tell of what we later
loarned bad bappened to Dodge 0
completely to upsst him

Ever sines the Consolidated Mutual
had besn hit by the murders he had had

many Hnes out 1o the hope of en
ing the porpetrstor. That night, as I
found out the next day, he had st last
hoard of a clue. One of the company's
dotostiven had brought la a red-head
@d, lame, partly paralyzed erook, who
enjoyed the expresalve monnlker of
“Limpy Hed™ Limpy Red was &
gunman of some renown, evikfaced
and, having nothing much to lose, des-
porate. Whoever the master eriminal
of the clutching hand might have been
ho had seen 0* to employ Limpy, but
had not taken the proenution of geiting
rid of him soon enongh when he was
through.

Therefore Limpy had a grievunce,
and now descended under pressure to
the low level of snllching to Dodge in
his offica.

"Ne, governor,” the trembling
wreteh bad anld as ho handed over o
grimy envelope, “1 ain't wever seen
his fxce—but hore s directions how to
Ond his hangout.”

As Limpy amblad out, he turoed to
Dodge, qilvering at the eoormity of his

E

“Ron't Let On How You Found Outi™

unpardonable sin in gangland: “For
God's usks, governor,” he {mplored,
“dou't Ist oo how you found out!™

And yet Limpy Red bad searcely left
with his promiss not to tell, when
Dodges, hoppening to turn aver poine
papaera, came upon an eavelopsd left
on his own deak, bearing that mysterf
ous alutehing hand!

He tore It open, and read in amaze
ment:

"Destroy Limpy Red's lostrootions
withln the next hour™

Dodge gased about In wonder. This
wag gelllng om his nerves, He de
termined to go hotne and rest

Outside the bouse; as ho left his car,
pasted over the monogram on the dour,
be had fousd another note, with the
same weolrd mark and the single word:

"Ramember!*

In eplts of the pleadings of young
Bennett, Dodge refused to lake wars-
ing. In the mafe In his beautifully
fitted library he depouited Limpy's doo-
ument in an suvelops containiog all
ths eerrenpondence that had led up o
the finsl stop In the discovary.

L] L] L L L] L] L

It was lste i the svenlug when 1
returned to our spartmest and, not
finding Kennedy there, dmew that 1
would discover him st the laboratory.

“Cralg” 1 erfed ns T burst in on
him. “T've got & easo for you—gronter
than sy ever before.”

' Eennady looked up ealmly from the
ruck of aclentific instrumnents that sur
rounded him—tont tubes, beakers,
carefully labelod bottles

“Indsed?™ ho rewmarked, coolly go-
ing back to his work

"Yea," 1 erled. “N In = pelontific
arimioal whe sesms (o liave no cluse.”

Eenuedy looked up gravely. “Every
eriminal leaves 4 trace” be sald quiet-
Iy. “H N bam't been found, them it

|

nedy. “Is he all rightT™
the butler.

“Listen!* cautioned Kennedy.

We did, standing there now In the
ball. Kennedy was the only one of us
gy fuos blanched,
then he turned blogly and went
down to the Ibrary door, whence the
sounds had seemed to come

Ho ealled, but there war 20 soswar,
Ho turned the knob and opemed the
door. The Dodge library was & large
room. In the center stood a blg, fist-
topped desk of heary mahogany, I
was brillinotly lghted

At one end of the deak was & tale
phene. Taylor Dodps was lying on the
floor at that end of the deak—perfect:
Iy rigld—his face dimorted—a ghastly
figuro. A pet dog man over, sniffed
frantieally at his mastors legs sad
ruddenly bagan to howl dlsmally.

Dodge was doad!

“Help!™ shouted Jennings.

Otbers of the servanits came rush.
Ing In, Thare was, for the moment
the greatest excitemant and confe-
wlon

Suddenly a wild figure In fiylug gar
monts fiitted down the stalrs and into |
the Ubrary, dropping bealde the deand
man, without seoming to notice us st |
all,

“Fathar!" akricked 5 woman's voles,
heart-broken, “FPuther! Ob—my God
—he—=he i dead!™

It was Elaine Dodge.

With n mighty effort, the herolo girl
méamed to pull herself together.

“Jennings,” she cridd, “call Mr, Ben-
natt—immaodiately!"

From the oneslded, excitad conves- ||

sation of the batler over thoe telephons,
I guthered that Bennett had been in
the process of disrobing ln his own
apartment uplown, and wonld be right
down.

Together, Kennedy, Elaine and my-
self lifted Dodge to a sofa and Elaine's
aunt, Josephine, with whom she llved,
appeared on the scene, trying to gulet
the sobbing girl

EKenbedy and | withdrew a little war,
and he looked about curiounly.

“What was 1t1 [ whispered. “Wos
it natural, an scoldent, or—of mur
der™ The ward seemed 1o stick in
my throat. 1f it waa & murder, what
wis the motive?! Could It have been
to get the evidencs which Dodge had
that would Incriminate the master
eriminsl?

Kennedy moved over quletly and ex-
amined the body of Dodge. When he
rose hiy face had s pecullar ook,

“Torrible!" he whispared to meo.
“"Apparenily he had bedn working at
his accustomed place st the deak when
the telephons rang. He ross and
cromsed over to It Bea! That brought
his fest on this register lst into the
fioor, As he topk the talephone re
eslver down u flash of light must have
shot from it to his ear. It ahowa the
characteristic electrio burn.*

"The motivaT™ I gueried,

"Evidently hla pockota had been
gone through, though none of the valy-
ables were missing Things on his
depk show that s hasty search has
been made.”

Junst then the door opened and Bene
nett burst In.

As he stood over the bady, gasing
down st 1t represeing the smotions of
& strong man, he turned to Elaine, and
in & low volece oxclaimed: “The
Clutched Hand did thin I shall conse
crate my Mfe to bring this man to jus
teal™ "

He spoke tensaly, and Elaloe, look-
Ing up Into his face, as I bnploring hix
help In her hour of need, unable to
wpeak, mwmerely grasped his hand.

Kennedy, who, In the meantima, had
stood apart from the rest of ns, Wil
examining the talephone carefully,

“4A clever crook,” I hemrd him mut
ter botwoon his teelh. "He spust Haye
wurn gloves. Nob a Anger print—at
lesat here™

L - L L L - -

Parbaps 1 can do no beiter than to

touching the register, ho wrenched the
telaphons from the grasp of ithe dead
man, replacing It o Its normal posi-
tion. Only for s second did he pause
o Iook at his vietlm ss he destroyed
the evidence of his work.

Minutea were precious. First Dodge's

pockets, theu his desk sngaged hls ut-
fention. There was left the sale,
As bhs approached the strong box,
the master crimlual took two vials
from his poocket Removing a bust of
Webster that siood on the safe, he
poured the contents of the vials i two
mited massea of powder, forming n
henp on the safe, into which be lusoert.
ed two mugnesivm wires,

Hea lighted them, sprang back, hid-
iIng B4 eyes from the Ught, and &
blinding guash of flame, lasting por
bape ten saconds, poured gut from the
top of the anfe

It was not an explosion, but fust a
daxaling, intenss Same that aizzled and
crackled. It seomed lmpossible, but
the glowing mass was lilerally sink
ing. winking down into the cold steel.
AL last it burned through—as if the
safe had been of tindar!

Without walting a moment fonger
than pecessary, the masked criminal
advanced aguin and sctually put his
hands down Lhrough the top of the
safe, pulling out a bumch of papers.
Quickly be thrust them &ll, with just
& glanco, loto his pockot

8tlll working quickly, he took the
bust of the great orator, which ho had
rewoved, and placed it undor the light.
Next, trom his pockst he drew two
eurious stenells, sa It were, which he
bhad wsppurently carefully prepared,
With his hands, atill carefully glovad, |
he rubbed the stencils on hin hair, as
i 1o cover them with a film of natural
ofle. Then he deliberately pressod
them over the statue In seversl
places. It was a pecullar action, and
he seemed to falrly gloat over it when
it was done and the bust returmod to
its place, covoring the hole

As polselasaly aa he had eomas, he
mads his exit aftar one last malignant
ook st Dodge. I woas mow bub the
work of & moment to remore the wires
he had plsced and climd out of the
window, taldng them and destroyiug
ths evidance down In the cellar,

A low whistle from the masked
eronk, mow agin In the shadow,
brought his pal maeaithily to hin side.

*It's all right,” he whispered hosres
Iy to the man. “Now you atiend to
Limpy Red.”

The villalnous looking pal nodded
and, without ancther ward, the two
mads tholr getawny, saloly, In opposits
dlroctiona.

- L L L L L]

When Limpy Red, still trembling,
1eft the offics of Dodge enrlier Ia the
avening, Ho had repaired as fast an his
shambllag feet would taks hlm to his
taverite dive up on Park Row. *

Had the Bowery "sivkars” not got
nto his eyes he might buve poticed
amotig the late revelsrs a man who
apoke to no oms, but took his place

sosr by at the bar.
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With them, In order not to confuse
any possible finger prints on the bust,
he liftad 1t off.

I gave a gasp of surprise.

There, in the top of the safe
yawned a gaping hole, through which
one could have (hrust his arm!

“What Is T wé anked, crowding
about him.

“Thermit” he raplied laconically,

“Thermit?™ I repeated

“Yes—a compound of frop oxide and
powdered alumigum, Invented by &
chemist at Essen, Germany. It gives
& temperature of over fve (housand
dogrocs. 1t will eat its way through
the strongest stesl"

Jonninga, his mouth wide opan with
wonder, advanced to take the bust
from Keanedy.

“No—don't touch 1t,” he waved bim
off, Iaying the bust on the desk. I
want no ons to touch (t—don't you
ete how carefiil I was to use the
paper, that there might be no Quaes-
tlon about asy clue this fellow may
have lelt on the marble?"

As ho spoke, Ornlg was dusting over
the surface of the bust with some
black powdar.

"Look!"™ exeinlmed Cralg suddenly.

“Fingor prints!” T erled sxeitodly.

“Youa," nodded Kesnsdy, studying
thom clomely. “A clue—perhaps.”

“What—those little marks—a clye?”
usked a voles behind us

I turmed and maw Elalse looking
over our shoulders, Maclnated, Jt was
evidently the first thne she had read
Ised thut Kemnedy was tn the room.

“How can you tall mmything by
that? she snked

“Why, easlly,” he snswired, vlek
ing up glass paper welght which
Iny on the desk “You mes, 1 pluce
my finger on this welght—ao, You
could see it even without the powder
on this glasa. Do you ses those lines?
There hre various types of markings
—four genera! types—and each per
sony’ markings are different, even if
of the same penersl type—Iloap, whoel,
arch or composite®

He continued working sa ho talked.

“Your thumb marks, for exampls,
Miss Dodge, sro different from mine.
Mr. Jameson's are different from both
of ua, And this feilow's fluger printe
are atill difforent. it 15 wathematioa)
Iy lmpossible to filod two allke In
evely respeot.”

Eennedy waa boldlog the paper
woight noar the bust as bo talksd

I ahall never forget the look of
blank amazement on his face as he
bent over clossr,

“My God!™ heo exciaimed sxeitedly,
“this fellow is & master criminal! He
has made stenclls or somoething of
the sort on which, by some mechan-
ical procews, boe has sctually forged
the bitherto infallible fiuger prints’™

I, too, bent over and studled the
marks on e imst and thoes K.‘
nedy had made on the pupar weight
show Hlaipo.

THE FINGER PRINTS ON m
HUST WERE KENNEDY'S OWN, |

TO BE CONTINUEDS -~ |




